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is  the  most  satisfying  daily  morning  newspaper,  it  has  won  its  way 
to  leadership.     The  net  daily  average  of 

105,114 

is  15,590  greater  than  that  of  the  second  largest  morning  paper. 

A  growth  of  from  41,462  in  1904  to  70,155  in  1914  and  105,114  in 
in  1924  may  seem  phenomenal  and  can  be  accounted  for  only  by 
the  excellence  of  the  quality  of  the  newspaper. 

In  the  long  run  the  sane,  sensible,  satisfactory  newspaper  will 
always  find  favor  with  the  Canadian  reading  public. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  is  complete  in  every  department  of  news. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  has  the  best  cable  service  of  any  paper  in 
Canada.    No  other  daily  approaches  it  in  foreign  news. 

The  local  and  provincial  field  is  covered  in  the  Mail  and  Empire 
fully  and  brightly  without  sensationalism. 

It  has  long  been  noted  for  its  splendid  and  authoritative  financial 
page. 

The  cartoons  in  the  Mail  and  Empire  are  the  best. 

The  Sporting  Page 

is  known  from  Coast  to  Coast  as  one  of  the  best  in  Canada  because 
it  always  gives  two  sides.  It  is  fair  and  impartial  in  its  criticisms 
and  is  a  great' friend  of  amateur  sport.  The  Mail  and  Empire  has 
donated  for  competition  trophies  for  golf,  baseball,  lawn  bowling, 
trapshooting,  curling  and  rugby.  Every  branch  of  sport  is  covered 
in  the  Mail  and  Empire  with  particular  attention  being  paid 
through  the  summer  months  to  the  twilight  baseball  games,  both 
boys'  and  girls'.  No  other  paper  in  Toronto  carries  the  box  scores 
of  these  games. 

Golfing  tournaments  are  covered  thoroughly  and  from  the  angle  of 
a  golfer,  while  our  yachting  expert  is  on  hand  at  all  the  big 
regattas,  whether  they  be  on  Toronto  Bay,  Chaumont  Bay  or  at 
Boston.  The  turf  page  is  the  best  in  Canada,  while  all  the  other 
sporting  fields  are  covered  just  as  thoroughly. 
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Just  as  balloon  tires  supplement 
many  features  planned  and  inbuilt 
by  Reo  for  fatigueless  travel, — 

So  do  Reo's  low-hung  chassis, 
double-framed  cradling  of  power 
units,  distinctive  steering  gear, 
dual  foot  control,  equitable  distri- 
bution of  chassis  weight,  smoothly 
buoyant  springs  and  greatly  over- 
sized brakes  truly  intensify  the 
comfort-qualities  of  full-size, 
genuine  balloon  tires. 

The  combination  delivers  the 
utmost  satisfaction  that  motor 
travel  has  to  offer. 


See  the  Reo  Exhibit 
at  the  Exhibition 
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Try   This  on   Your  Piano. 


The  Three  Wishes 

/^YNCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a  small  boy  who  made 
a  wish.      "I  want  the  moon,"  was  his  wish.      But 
the  moon  being  a  very  remote  and  unobtainable  article, 
the  small   boy's  wish  was  refused. 

Years  passed  and  he  became  a  young  man.  Again 
he  made  a  wish.  "I  want  money,"  was  his  wish.  And 
as  money  was  not  so  distant  nor  unobtainable,  he  man- 
aged to  glean  quite  an  amount  of  it. 

Upon  reaching  middle  age  he  had  amassed  so  much 
of  it,  indeed,  that  it  no  longer  held  any  allure  for  him. 
So  again  he  made  a  wish.  "I  want  merriment,"  was 
his  wish.  But  he  had  devoted  so  much  time  to  the 
making  of  money  that  he  had  forgotten  how  to  be 
merry,  and  old  age  rapidly  overtook  him. 

He  has  long  since  given  up  wishing. 

— Charles  C.  Shaw. 


Extract   From  a  Diary 

"...  .To-day  again  before  dawn  I  rose  and  sought 
her  house.  My  horse's  hoof  beats  fell  with  a  hollow 
sound  in  the  empty  street.  The  house  was  close  shut- 
tered. Again  there  was  nothing  for  me.  She  had  not 
even  left  me  a  note.  Sadly  I  noticed  that  the  milk  I 
left  yesterday  had  gone  sour.  I  am  inclined  to  think 
they  have  gone  away  for  the  summer.' 

— A.  D. 
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Portrait  of  a   Well-known  young  man  about  town 
escaping  from  a  raging  fire. 


Nocturne,  U.  of  T.  Campus 

The  Soldiers'  Tower 

Is  far  too  beautiful  by  moonlight  .... 

Firm  as  the  high  resolve  of  those  who  fell. 

It  rises,  mystic  as  the  whirr  of  wings  passing  by  nighl 

And  exquisite 

As  the  white  hand  of  a  lady  .... 

I  will  go  home  to  my  red  brick  apartment  house; 

It  does   not  stab   with   beauty   like   a   star 

Nor  whisper  in  the  night  of  the  heart's  pain 

And  one  can  rest  .... 

The   Soldiers'   Tower 

Is  far  too  beautiful  by  moonlight.  — /.  E.  M. 


She:  "Dear,  here's  a  wireless  message  saying  uncle 
has  left  us  a  million!" 

He:  "Tell  the  cafl'n  he  can  have  it  all,  if  he'll 
put   me   ashore. 

Her  Toys 

JOOSE-JOINTED,     long-legged   French   dolls 

curiously-designed  perfume  bottles ....  gold,  rose, 
and  silver-tipped  cigarettes ....  diamond-studded  cases 
....  bracelets  embellished  with  sapphires ....  ropes  of 
lustrous  pearls.  .  .  .ear-rings  wrought  from  jade.  .  .  . 
ermine  cloaks ....  chinchilla  wraps ....  parasols  with 
ruby-inlaid  handles.  .  .  .cabriolets  and  limousines.  .  .  . 
steam-yachts ....  country  houses ....  apartments  in  town 
....  accounts  at  all  the  fashionable  shops ....  men. 

— c.  c.  s. 


Song  for  the  Year  1985 

/"\UAINT   and  old-fashioned   and   forgot, 
^  Wrapt   in   romance  of  bygone   days, 
Dusty  they  lie  and  they  seem  to  tell 
Something  of  placid  and  saner  ways. 

My    grandmother's    trinkets,    they   breathe    the    air 
Of  a  time  when  the  pace  of  the  world  was  slow, 
When  manners  existed  and  sin  was  rare, 
In  the  stately  days  of  long  ago. 

Oh,  the  folk  that  lived  in  my  grandma's  youth 
Were  gentle  folk  as  I  said  before 
And  they  took  the  time  to  discover  truth 
In  the  dignified  days  of  '24. 

Quaint,   childist  things  that  my   grandame  used! 
An  innocent  volume  of  '22, 
"Three    Weeks"    entitled,    a    cigarette    case, 
An  "Eye-brow  Pencil"  and   "Lip-stick,"   too! 

I  sigh  at  our  lack  of  restraint  and  repose 
As  I   handle  her  garter-flask,  curved  and  thin, 
And  my  mind  goes  back  to  those  Georgian  beaux, 
Who  courted  my  grandma  with  manners  and  gin. 

— Alden  Daniels. 
G— G— G 

Mike  Dogan  died  Tuesday  morning,  after  a  long  and 
painful  illness.  The  fun-  will  take  place  to-morrow 
afternoon.  — Forest  Free  Press. 


Striking  While  the  Iron  is  Hot. 
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Crushed  Lips 

Manfred  was  successful,  he  had  a  family,  every- 
thing he  could  wish  for,  and  then — 

MANY,  perhaps,  will  recognize  the  original  of  this 
true  story,  but  here,  at  any  rate,  we  must  call  him 
Manfred. 

At  40  he  was  the  manager  of  a  bank,  the  husband 
of  a  gentle,  kindly  wife,  and  the  father  of  two  children, 
a  girl  and  another  girl.  He  had  all  that  the  heart 
could   desire. 

And  then,  one  bright  Sunday  evening,  an  evil  im- 
pulse moved  him  to  strangle  his  wife.  He  was  sitting 
in  the  garage  smoking  a  cigarette,  when  suddenly,  toss- 
ing it  aside,  he  ran  into  the  house  and  within  a  few 
minutes  it  was  lights  out  for  the  Missus.  Incidentally, 
he  laughed,   saying  "Ha   Ha"   as  he  did  it. 

His  children  he  thrust  into  a  dungeon,  and  they  have 
not  been  found  to  this  day. 

Then  he  went  to  the  bank  and  crammed  $15,000  of 
the  bank's  funds  into  a  suitcase,  which  ultimately 
brought  woe  and  suffering  to  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
millions  of  thousands  of  hundreds  of  orphans  and  their 
poor  parents. 

Next,  he  fled  the  country  with  two  stenographers, 
one   blonde   and   one    from    Pittsburg. 

The  boat  he  sailed  on  was  the  Mattrix,  a  veritable 
floating  palace,  but  it  was  not  proof  against  Manfred. 
One  bright  Sunday  evening  he  tossed  carelessly  aside 
a  cigarette,  which  he  had  been  smoking  in  his  cabin  in 
direct  disobedience  to  the  ship's  rules,  and  it  fell  in  a 
waste  basket  filled  with  radio  messages  from  the  sur- 
viving relatives  of  the  two  stenographers,  whom  he  had 
pushed  off  the  pier  just  before  the  Mattrix  sailed. 

A  tongue  of  flame  licked  the  curtains,  ignited  them, 
and  the  next  instant  the  room  was  a  roaring  furnace. 
Manfred  fought  the  fire,  but  he  was  extremely  soused 
and  could  do  nothing  with  them. 

So,  annoyed  at  the  turn  events  had  taken,  he  dashed 
out  of  the  cabin,  up  the  companion,  down  the  scuppers, 
through  the  mizzen,  off  the  aft,  over  the  stern,  off  the 
lee,  through  the  fo'c'sle,  down  the  rigging,  and  past  the 
jib,  until  he  came  to  the  life  boats. 

There  he  tried  to  knock  the  women  and  children  over 
first,  but  the  Captain  of  the  Mattrix,  vexed  at  not  being 
the  first  man  to  leave  the  ship,  crowned  him  with  an  oar, 
knocking  him   into  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

As  Manfred  swam  briskly  away,  for  he  was  a  brisk 
swimmer,  the  Mattrix  went  down.  Some  of  the  life 
boats  were  swamped.  Other  sank.  Still  more  went 
down.  Presently  he  was  the  only  right  handed  man  in 
that  particular  part  of  the  Atlantic. 

A  total  of  786  people  were  lost  in  the  Mattrix 
Disaster,  as  many  will  remember,  and  this  does  not  in- 
clude the  musicians  who  played  "Nearer  My  God  to 
Thee"  until  their  horns  filled  with  water. 


He  Was  sitting  in  the  garage,  smoking  a  cigarette 

Meanwhile,  Manfred  kept  on  swimming,  bound  for 
Deauville,  where  he  had  expected  to  catch  a  train  for 
Monte  Carlo,  where  he  had  expected  to  win  a  lot  of 
money,  which  he  had  expected  to  spend  at  Cannes, 
where  he  had  expected  to  meet  King  Alphonso  of  Spain, 
whom  he  had  expected  to  find  there. 

But  Fate  was  not  to  permit  Destiny  to  allow  Kismet 
to  permit  Fortune  to  let  him  get  off  that  easily.  Soon 
he  heard  a  long,  low  moo,,  and  looking  back  he  saw — 
a  shark!  He  looked  back  again — and  there  was  an- 
other shark!  Unwilling  to  look  back  again,  he  increased 
his  speed. 

He  was  weak  from  dissipation  but  the  sharks  were 
also  careless  livers,  and  the  contest  remained  even  for 
days.  And  then,  one  bright  Sunday  evening,  land 
loomed  ahead.  With  a  glad  cry,  he  sprinted,  outdis- 
tanced the  sharks,  and  made  land. 

"You  are  arrested,"  said  a  policeman  coming  up  to 
him,  "for  spitting  on  a  street-car  on  June  3  last." 

"Then  this  isn't  Deauville!"   Manfred  exclaimed. 

"No,"   said  the  policeman,   "this   is   Belleville." 

"Then  I  must  have  got  my  directions  mixed,"  said 
Manfred. 

"Nothing  is  more  possible,"  said  the  policeman. 

That  night  the  Belleville  jail,  for  no  reason  what- 
ever, burned  to  the  ground,  consuming  everybody  in  it 
— a  total  of  659. 

{Continued  on  page  31) 
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Hostess:      "You  re  very  abstemious,   Mr.   Sloarte.      You're  not  drinking  anything." 

Quest:      "Ah!      I'm  Very  careful  nowadays.      When   I    Wasn't.    I    used   to    Set    into    serious    trouble    with 
people  I  lunched  or  dined  with.     'In  vino  Veritas'  you  know!" 


The  Inspired  Orchestra 

Scene:  A  Movie  Theatre. 

Time:  The  Showing  of  the  News  Reel. 

The  News  Reel  opens  with  views  of  a  trained  mon- 
key in  the  Paris  Zoo.  The  orchestra  breaks  into  "La 
Marseillaise." 

The  next  picture  shows  the  arrival  of  the  British 
Delegates  at  a  meeting  of  the  League  for  International 
Friendship  and  Peace.  The  orchestra  plays  "Ru'e 
Britannia." 

A  parade  of  Confederate  veterans  of  the  American 
Civil  War.  The  orchestra  plays  "Marching  Through 
Georgia." 

Floods  on  the  Seine — "La  Marseillaise." 

Winnipeg   Socialists'    Parade — "The    Maple    Leaf." 

Races  at  Blue  Bonnets — "Barney  Google." 

Review  of  Recent  Parisian  Styles — "La  Marseil- 
laise." 

Home  Bank  Directors — "Cut  Yourself  a  Piece  of 
Cake." 


Premier  W.  L.  M.  K'ng— "Where  is  My  Wander- 
ing Boy  To-nig!.t?" 

Famous  French  Chef  of  a  well-known  New  York 
Hotel — "La  Mars;illaise." 

if.  rf.  rft  9f 

Sudden  death  of  the  only  native-born  Frenchman  in 
the  audience. 

Finis. 

G— G— G 

Those  Awful  Reminders 

"Well,  was  I  right  or  not?" 

"Now,  who  do  you  believe?" 

"If  you'd  only  listened  to  me." 

"You'll   know  better  next  time." 

"Now,  aren't  you  sorry  you  didn't?" 

"Maybe  you'll    follow  my   advice   in  the  future." 

"And  who  had  the  right  dope  all  along?" 

"If  you'll  just  remember  my  very  words." 

"I  TOLD  YOU  SO."  —John   Torcross. 
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Betty:  "Should  that  boy  have  stared  at  me,  mother?" 
Mother:  "No,  dear,  where  was  he?" 
Betty:  "Right  behind  me." 
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British  Columbia,  Manitoba,  Alberta  and  Saskatche- 
wan are  now  no  longer  prohibitionist  territories.  Quebec 
never  was,  and  the  Maritimes,  according  to  the  best 
available  reports,  might  just  as  well  have  no  liquor  laws 
for  all  the  effect  they  have.  This  leaves  Ontario,  until 
October  23  next,  at  any  rate,  the  last  Canadian  strong- 
hold of  the  prohibitionists. 

Meantime  the  prohibitionists  are  gathering  their  forces 
together  in  Ontario  for  the  purpose  of  telling  the  prov- 
ince that  it  should  go  right  on  the  way  it  is,  that  every- 
thing is  all  right,  and  that  everybody  else  is  wrong. 
Figuratively  speaking  it  is  a  case  of  "all  out  of  step 
but  Jim." 

W.  E.  Raney,  Attorney-General  for  the  late  Pro- 
gressive misgovernment  at  Queen's  Park,  Toronto,  says 
that  the  Ontario  Temperance  Act  is  "the  greatest  thing 
since  the  abolition  of  slavery." 

It  may  be,  according  to  the  way  that  Mr.  Raney 
looks  at  it,  but  anyone  who  claims  that  the  O.  T.  A. 
is  successful  even  in  what  it  is  supposed  to  do  is  suffer- 
ing from  hallucinations,  plain  insanity,  or  myopia. 

Prohibition  has  failed  in  Ontario  because  it  has  not 
the  support  of  that  class  whose  support  is  necessary  to 
make  it  successful,  namely,  adult  men,  who  are  not 
tee-totallers   from  conviction. 


No  one  can  convince  such  a  man  that  he  is  offend- 
ing against  morality  or  his  country  if  he  drinks  a  bottle 
of  nine  per  cent.  beer.  If  such#  a  man  were  to  break 
another  law,  say  he  were  to  steal  something,  the  chances 
are  that  if  he  were  caught  he  would  be  filled  with  re- 
morse and  shame,  but  if  he  were  arrested  for  drinking 
his  bottle  of  beer  his  only  sensation  would  be  that  of 
resentment  with,  perhaps,  a  bit  of  the  feeling  of  the 
martyr  who  upholds  his  rights  against  great  odds. 

Since  laws  are  man-made  and  not  superimposed  on 
the  world  by  a  superior  being,  the  argument  that  he 
should  not  have  a  bottle  of  beer  because  it  is  illegal 
strikes  such  a  man  as  being  just  as  absurd  as  the  pro- 
posal of  the  William  Jennings  Bryan  school  of  funda- 
mentalists, that  it  should  be  made  illegal  to  believe  in 
evolution.  His  only  reaction  is  a  disrespectful  feeling 
for  people  who  make  such  laws  and,  by  inference,  a 
lowered  respect  for  law  itself. 

Ontario,  in  October,  will  have  the  choice  of  either 
continuing  an  hysterical,  fanatical  law  which  has  caused 
more  dissension  and  ill-feeling  than  any  other  that  ever 
went  on  the  statute  books,  and  which  has  proven  itself 
to  be  unenforcible,  or  repealing  this  law  and  substituting 
for  it  one  based  on  sanity  and  tolerance.  Which  will 
she  do? 
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Apathy 

While  an  occasional  picture  like 
Lillian  Gish's  "The  White  Sister," 
or  Douglas  Fairbanks'  "Thief  of 
Bagdad,"  strikes  a  high  level,  the 
moving  pictures  which  are  being  pro- 
duced in  this  year  of  grace  1924 
average  up  on  as  low  a  level  as  ever. 

Anyone  with  half  an  eye  can  see 
that  the  average  audience  of  to-day  is 
frankly  bored  with  what  is  appearing 
on  the  screen  before  them  and  that 
they  are  where  they  are  only  for  the 
lack  of  something  better  to  do. 

Almost  from  the  start  the  movies 
were  doomed  for  the  ignominious 
apathy  with  which  they  are  regarded 
to-day.  This  fact  is  obvious  when 
one  remembers  the  procession  of  con- 
fections which  Famous  Players  and 
Universal  let  loose  back  in  the  movie 
boom  days  of  1917 — a  continuous 
stream  of  productions  all  exactly  the 
same,  all  harmless,  all  sugar-coated. 

The  great  false  god  Standardiza- 
tion let  his  hand  fall  heavily  on  the 
movies.  The  making  of  moving  pic- 
tures became  an  industry.  Efficiency 
experts  got  to  work.  The  skids  were 
under  the  movies. 

The  producers  did  everything  in 
their  power  to  bring  forth  pictures 
which  would  offend  no  class  in  the 
community  and  which  would  introduce 
no  controversial  matter.  They  made 
the  love  interest  and  the  final  clinch 
and  close-up  kiss  compulsory.  An  un- 
happy ending  was  as  rare  as  a  negro 
in  the  K.  K.  K.  The  productions 
were  as  innocuous  and  as  emasculated 
as  the  platform  of  an  American  na- 
tional political  party. 

To-day  they  are  no  better.  The 
producers  are  still  trying  to  please 
everybody  at  once,  and  are  only  suc- 
ceeding in   boring   everybody. 

What  the  movies  need  to-day,  what 
they  are  crying  for,  screaming  for,  is 
the  presence  of  a  few  gentlemen  in 
positions  of  importance  who  aren't 
burdened  with  the  over-powering  desire 
to  please  everybody  at  once,  who  aren't 
afraid  to  picture  bitterness  and  irony, 
who  can  interpret  life  in  other  terms 
besides  those  of  the  saccharine,  Polly- 
anna  school.    Such  men  would  not  per- 


form    surgical     operations     on     every  would  not  recognize  it.      They  would 

manuscript   that  came   their   way,   de-  produce  straight-forward  honest  pieces 

naturing   and  standardizing   it  to  such  of   work   by   which   the   movies   might 

an  extent  that    even    its    own     father  gain  recognition  as  an  art. 
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'My  dear,  you  fall  asleep  awfully  easily." 
Yes.  You  know.  I  went  to  hear  so  many  parliamentary  debates  last  session. 


A  Clever  Woman 

Everyone  said  that  Elinor  was 
clever. 

Archie  H.  Brown,  fifty,  fat,  assets, 
five  hundred  thousand,  likewise  had 
that       opinion.  Though       Elinor's 

father's  income  was  scanty,  she  was 
always  well-dressed,  well-shod,  well- 
fed,  well.  She  was  so  entertaining  that 
week-end  invitations  showered  upon 
her. 

One  evening  Brown  dropped  in  at 
her  home.  Elinor  soothed  him,  gave 
him  the  most  comfortable  chair,  a 
stool  for  his  feet,  a  match  for  his 
cigarette,  several  chuckles  for  each  of 
his  jokes. 

And  so  they  were  married,  while 
everyone  said  that  Elinor  was  clever. 

Archie  H.  Brown  likewise  had  that 
opinion.  For  Elinor  was  always  well- 
dressed,  well-shod,  well-fed,  well.  She 
entertained  frequently.  On  these  oc- 
casions her  husband  saw  that  she  had 
the  most  comfortable  chair,  a  match 
for  her  cigarette;  he  laughed  quickly 
at   her   jokes. 

One  night  she  departed  for  Reno. 
He  begged,  pleaded,  threatened  her. 
Wanting  her  to  return,   he  wrote  that 


dire  things  would  happen  unless  she 
came  back.  Elinor  presented  parts  of 
his  letters  in  court,  claimed  that  her 
life  was  in  danger,  insisted  upon  her 
rights  to  part  of  his  fortune.  He  had 
to  pay. 

And  everyone  said  that  Elinor  was 
clever. 

Archie  H.  Brown  likewise  had  that 
opinion. 

— Geo.  B.  Jenkins.  Jr. 
G— G— G 

Modern  Business 

I  have  always  been  an  ardent 
champion  of  the  wonders  of  modern 
efficiency.  A  chief  executive  at  work 
or  at  play  has  always  filled  me  with 
awe.  But  the  other  day  the  highest 
point  of  my  adulation  was  attained. 
The  dairy  had  neglected  to  leave  the 
usual  quarter  pint  of  cream,  and  over 
the  phone  I  made  some  unkind  re- 
marks on  the  subject.  They  assured 
me  that  I  would  not  have  long  to  wait. 
Imagine  my  delight  a  few  minutes 
later  when  the  bell  rang.  They  had 
sent  it  immediately — on  a  two-ton 
truck. 

— Alden  Daniels. 


That   New   House. 
His  Fiancee:      "Listen,  James,   darling,   it's  most   important.    L  ou'.d  you  put  the  wardrobe  here  or  over  there?" 


Telling  It  to  the  Koodys 


"PHE  Koody's  are  the  nicest  people  I  ever  knew. 
They've  got  the  prettiest  flat  in  the  city  and  I  used 
to  like  to  go  up  there,  but  I'm  not  going  any  more.  It's 
all  because  they  have  the  butt-in  habit  too  strong.  The 
Koody's  always  start  in  when  I  arrive  to  get  me  to  tell 
them  a  story.  Mr.  Koody  is  very  fond  of  telling  stories 
and  relating  incidents  of  his  real  life,  and  he  remembers 
them  all.  If  he  ever  shows  signs  of  forgetting  them 
Mrs.  Koody  reminds  him.  But  they  like  to  hear  other 
people  tell  stories,  too.  Of  course  I  have  never  yet 
told  a  story  to  the  Koody's,  but  I've  tried  to  several 
thousand   times. 

Mrs.  Koody  always  meets  me  in  the  hall  when  I  go 
in  and  says,  "Now  there's  some  awful  nice  people  here 
and  we've  just  been  waiting  for  you.  Tell  some  of 
your  best  stories,  will  you?"  I  always  blushing'.y  say, 
"I  don't  know  any  real  good  stories,  but  I'll  do  my 
best." 

So  Mrs.  Koody  pilots  me  proudly  into  the  parlor  and 
says,  "Mr.  Kidder  is  going  to  tell  you  the  funniest  story 
you  ever  heard  in  all  your  lives."  I  love  to  be  press- 
agented  like  that.      It  helps  the  story  so  much. 

Well,  I  start  in.     I  say,  "When  I  was  out  in  China 


the  last  time,  I  was  stopping  for  awhile  in  Hong  Kong. 
There  was  an  Irishman  there,  working  on  a  railroad." 

"Irishman,"  says  Mrs.  Koody.  "I  thought  you  said 
you  were  in  China!" 

"I  did,"  I  remark.  "In  Hong  Kong;  but  this  Irish- 
man was  out  there,  too." 

"Oh,"  says  Mrs.  Koody;  "I  thought  they  were  all 
Chinese  out  there." 

"Oh,  not  at  all,  dear,"  says  Mr.  Koody,  loftily. 
"There  are  people  of  all  nationalities  to  be  found  in 
China.  There  was  a  man  that  I  used  to  work  for  who 
had  been  in  China.  He  brought  back  a  big  chest  of 
tea  that  he  was  so  proud  of  that  he  never  used  any  of 
it,  but  just  kept  it  to  show  to  people.  He  had  it  under 
the  parlor  table " 

"He  'kept'  it  under  the  parlor  table,'  interposes 
Mrs.  Koody. 

"Well,  'kept'  or  'had,'  what's  the  difference?"  de- 
mands Mr.  Koody. 

"Oh,  nothing,"  says  Mrs.  Koody;  "only  you  always 
say  'kept.' 

"Quite  true,  my  dear,"  admits  Mr.  Koody.  "Well, 
as  I  said,   he  always  kept  this  chest  of  tea — but  I  am 
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interrupting  Mr.  Kidder.  Go  on  with  your  story, 
Kidder." 

"Oh,  no,  indeed,"  I  say  modestly;  "I  want  to  hear 
what  happened  to  that  chest  of  tea." 

"Oh,  some  boys  stole  it  and  put  chopped  hay  in  it," 
says  Mrs.  Koody,  "and  the  man  kept  the  chopped  hay 
for  years.  There's  a  lot  more  to  it  but  that's  the  point. 
And  now  please  go  on  about  the  Irishman  in  China. 
You  say  he  was  working  on  the  railroad.  Is  this  the 
story  about  the  Irishman  that  tried  to  climb  into  the 
hammock  in  the  berth  in  the  sleeping  car,  thinking  that 
was  the  place  to  sleep?      I've  heard  that  one." 

"No,"  I  say  as  calmly  as  possible.  "They  hadn't 
got  that  far  along  with  this  railroad.  They  were  just 
making  the  grade  for  the  tracks  and  he  was  the  boss 
of   several   thousand   Chinese   laborers." 

"I  thought  they  always  had  Italians  working  on  the 
grading  for  railroads,"  interposes  Mrs.  Koody.  "They 
were  laying  a  grade  for  a  railroad  near  our  summer 
home  a  year  ago  and  they  were  all  Italians." 

"But  this  being  in  China,"  I  reply,  "it  was  easier 
to  get  Chinese." 

"Of  course,"  says  Mrs.  Koody.  "I  never  thought 
of  that.  But  how  did  the  Irishman  talk  to  the  Chin- 
ese? I  shouldn't  think  they  would  have  understood 
him." 

"That's  the  point  of  the  story,"  I  responded.  "I'm 
coming  to  that." 

"Yes,  let  him  tell  it  his  own  way,  my  dear,"  says 
Mr.    Koody.       "But    by    the    way,    your    speaking    of 


Italian  laborers  reminds  me  of  an  Italian  who  used  to 
sell   vegetables   to   us   every   morning." 

"Oh,  sometimes  he  came  around  about  noon,"  inter- 
rupts Mrs.  Koody. 

"Yes,"  continues  Mr.  Koody;  "but  more  often  he 
came  in  the  morning.  Well,  he  had  sold  potatoes  all 
winter  long  and  that  was  about  the  only  English  word 
he  knew  because  he  had  to  keep  shouting,  'Po-ta-toes, 
po-ta-toes.'  But  parden  me,  Kidder;  go  on  with  your 
story." 

"No,  no,  no,"  I  say  firm'y.      "What  happened?" 

"Oh,"  says  Mrs.  Koody,  "when  summer  came  they 
had  the  Italian  sell  flowers  but  he  would  still  shout 
'po-ta-toes.'  Did  the  Chinese  try  to  kill  the  Irishman, 
Mr.  Kidder?  I  should  think  he  would  have  been 
awfully  afraid  of  them.  I  am.  Weren't  you  awfully 
afraid  of  the  Chinese,  Mr.  Kidder?  Did  they  ever 
try  to  kill  you?     What  did  you  do?" 

By  this  time  I  am  so  mad  that  I  could  cheerfully 
chew  up  barbed  wire,  but  the  maid  appears  and  an- 
nounces that  dinner  is  served. 

"Well,  after  dinner,  Mr.  Kidder,"  says  Mrs.  Koody, 
"you  must  tell  us  all  about  the  Irishman  and  the  Chin- 
ese. I'll  bet  it  is  the  funniest  thing.  But  you  can  tell 
us  after  dinner." 

I've  never  succeeded  in  telling  that  story  to  the 
Koody's  yet.      And   I've  given  up  trying. 

— Richard  H.  Utile. 
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"Aw,  give  me  time,"  said  the  prisoner  as  the  judge 
sentenced    him    to    be    hung. 


No  Fighter 

HPHERE  was  certainly  no  doubt  about  it;  Kid  Spiff 
was  no  fighter.  The  post-mortem  gang  in  the  arm 
chair  lunch  decided  that  he  was  about  as  much  use  in 
the  ring  as  a  serviette  to  a  cannibal. 

"Why,  holy  cat!"  observed  one,  "he  hit  the  canvas 
so  hard  to-night  the  folks  three  blocks  away  thought 
it  was  the  sunset  gun.  If  that  guy's  a  box  fighter  I'm 
a    Mormon   missionary." 

"You  said  it,  Shorty,"  agreed  another.  "A  two- 
year-old  child  could  tie  him  into  a  lover's  knot  with  one 
sock  from  its  rattle.  If  I  was  as  helpless  as  that 
orchid  I'd  carry  a  gat  to  scare  the  rough  little  boys 
away." 

"Why  don't  he  open  a  nice  little  millinery  shop  some- 
wheres  near  to  the  police  station?" 

"Say,  listen,  that  guy's  just  sick  of  life,  that's  all, 
only  he  ain't  got  the  nerve  to  bump  hisself  off.  Wants 
somebody  to  do  it  for  him." 

"If  that's  all  he's  lookin'  for  he  don't  have  to  go  far. 
I  guess  any  of  us  guys  'uld  do  it  after  paying  fifty  cents 
admission  to  see  that  clown  do  his  tricks  to-night.  What 
do  you   say?" 

"You  and  me,  both." 

It  was  just  at  this  point  that  the  doors  swung  open 
and  a  man  with  a  more  or  less  broken  nose  and  a  band- 
aged eye  strode  in. 

"There's  the  'Kid'  now,"  said  one.  "Guess  we 
better  hustle  if  we're  gonna  get  that  last  car  for  Mimico. 
What  do  you  say?" 

"You  and  me,  both."  — /.  E.  McDougall. 

G— G— G 

It  is  useless  to  lock  the  tool  chest  after  the  first 
morning  in  camp. 


Inspiration 

HPHE  poet  struggled  with  his  dream.  The  overpower- 
ing force  of  his  inspiration  seemed  to  swell  his  very 
soul  within  him.  His  head  swam.  He  despaired  of 
ever  grasping  words  to  adequately  imprison  his  elusive 
and  high-born  vision.  Then,  mystically  it  seemed,  his 
hand  began  to  move  and  the  slender  pen,  as  if  super- 
naturally  directed,  traced  out  burning  words.  The  poet 
sighed  as  he  reached  the  end.  Quickly  he  counted  the 
words  and  began  some  rapid  calculations. 

"Only  a  dollar  ninety  eight  at  the  two  cents  a  word 
rate,"  he  said.      "I  must  add  a   few  more  lines." 

— Stephen  Moon. 

G— G— G 
Hell  hath  no  fury  like  a  tourist  stalled. 

G— G— G 
There's  many  a  t'p  on   the  motoring   trip. 


A   Nut  Sunday 
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ROB  YOUR 

LOCAL  BANK 

FOR  FREE 

CRITICISM 

YOU  TOO  CAN  EARN  BIG  MONEY- 
TRAVEL— MEET  DISTINGUISHED 
PEOPLE  AND  ENJOY  A  POSITION 
OF  INTERNATIONALPROMINENCE 
if  you  will  spend  only  a  few  minutes 
each  day  studying  at  home. 


The  need  of  the  world  to-day  is  more  highly  trained  and  specialized,  men.  You 
cannot  hope  to  succeed  in  any  walk  in  life  without  special  training  and  THE 
NATIONAL  INSTITUTE  OF  MASTER  GUNMEN  AND  SAFE-CRACKERS  assures 
you  the  very  highest  possible  training  in  a  new,  lucrative  and  undeveloped  field. 

The  work  is  fascinating  and  easy.  No  previous  training  necessary.  None  too  young 
nor  none  too  old  to  learn.    Can  be  made  a  recreation  or  a  profession. 


Our  course  teaches  you  from  the  very  fi 
work.  The  first  lesson  deals  with  manipul 
you  right  through  padding  the  expense  ace 
your  employer,  robbing  your  local  bank  i 
manship,  big  jewel  robberies  and  train  ho 
dope  peddling,  bootlegging  and  the  hund 
professions  that  are  open  to  ambitious  you 
ica  to-day. 

Don't  hesitate  because  you  feel  you  have  no  natural  ability.  Our  course 
DEVELOPS  ABILITY.  Some  of  our  foremost  graduates  were  formerly  unassuming 
young  bookkeepers  or  bank  messengers  receiving  only  a  fraction  of  the  money  they 
now  earn.  Talk  this  matter  over  with  your  family.  Prepare  to  take  the  BIG  STEP 
FORWARD  TO  SUCCESS. 


rst  and  we  lay  particular  stress  on  actual 
ating  the  cash  register,  and  the  course  leads 
ount,  juggling  the  ledger,  double  crossing 
n  broad  daylight,  right  up  to  expert  gun- 
ldups,  political  assassination,  jail  breaking, 
red  and  one  other  interesting  and  well-paid 
ng  men  with  the  proper  training  in  Amer- 
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FREE 


PROFESSIONAL  BURG- 
LAR'S KIT  consisting  of 
revolver,  flashlight,  jim- 
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the  next  six  weeks  only. 


MAGNIFICENTLY  ENGRAVED  DIP- 
LOMA will  be  awarded  to  every  student 
completing  the  course. 

Positions  will  be  secured  for  a 
limited   number  of   graduates. 
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What  the  Bandit  Business  May  Come  To 


The  Audience  versus  Shakespeare 

By  Charles  G.  Shaw 

Scene:  A    Theatre. 


(Enter   Romeo) 

Romeo: 
He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. 
(Juliet  appears  above,  at  a  window.) 

But  soft!   what  light  through  yonder — 

From   G,   7: 
Ahem — hmmm — ahem — hmmm. 

Romeo: 
— is  the  sun!  — 

Arise   fair  sun,  and — 

Member   of   theatre    party,    entering: 
I  wonder  if  we're  awfully  late.     Oh,  do  look  at  t'.:at 
funny  costume  that  man — 

Romeo: 
— her  maid  art   far  more   fair  than  she : 
Be  not  her  maid,   since — 

A    ladu: 
— they   rented   their   house    in    Westmount    and    have 
taken   a    tiny    apartment    in — 

Romeo: 
— none  but  fools  do  wear — - 

Another   lady: 
— those    skirts    that   reach    almost    to — 

Romeo: 
— O,  that  she  knew  she  were!  — 
She  speaks,  yet  she  says — 
A    debutante: 
— are   you   going    to   the    Berwinkle's   on    Thursday? 

Romeo: 
— I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks; 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in — ■ 
A    gen'lcman: 
— a   gallon   of   juniper   juice   and    glycerine    and   you 
can't  tell   it  from — 

Romeo : 
— What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head? 
The    brightness   of   her    cheek   would   shame   those 

stars, 
As  daylight  doth — 

A   young  lady: 
— Oh,    look!      There's   Muriel    Rollinsgate!     Hello, 
Muriel! 
Will  you  have  lunch  with — 
Romeo: 
— See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hanJ! 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  tha'.  hand, 
That  I  might  touch — 

From   C,    7: 
— kerchoo — ahem — ahum . 

JulH: 
— Ah   me! 

A    ladu: 
— and  they  always  have  the  oddest  people  to  dinner 
you  ever — 


Romeo: 

— As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white-upturned  wond'nng  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on — 
A    £~"Alcman: 
— the  worst  hands  I  ever  held  in  my  life.      In  seven 
rubbers   I   didn't — 

Juliet: 
— O,  Romeo,  Romeo!    Wherefore  art  thou,  Romeo? 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name; 
Or,   if  thou  wilt  not, — 

Another   debutante: 
— tell   me  about   the   Updike's  d.vorce. 

Romeo : 
— Shall   I  hear  more,  or  shall   I  speak  at  this? 

Another   lady: 
— and  most  of  the  winter  at  Palm  Beach. 

Juliet: 
— What's  Montague?  it  is  not  hand  nor  foot, 
Nor  arms,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to — 

Another   gentleman: 
— the  Mexi-Tex  Oil  Company,  paying  monthly  divi- 
dends at — 

Juliet: 
— which   we  call   a  rose, 

By  any  ot'ier  name  would  smell  as  sweet; 
So  Romeo  would — 

A    middle-aged    lady: 
— lunch  every  day  at  the   Ritz   and — 

Juliet : 
— Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes — 

A  Very  young  debutante: 
— two  hundred  for  taxis,  fifty  for  cigarettes,  another 
hundred  for — 

Romeo: 
I   take  thee   at  thy  word: 
Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  baptiz'd; 
Henceforth  I  never  will — 
A    dowager: 
— spend  another  summer  at  St.  Andrews — 

Juliet : 
— thus,  bescrecn'd  in  nig't. 
So  srumblest  on  rry — 

From   C,    7: 
— ahem — ahurr. — hmmm — 

Romeo: 
— I   know  not  how  to  tell   thee — 

A    ladu: 
— th-v're    always    together    and    ;1    y    z:y    hs    wife 
hnows  all  about — 

Juliet : 
- — My  ears  have  not  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  thy  tongue's  uttering,  yet  I  know  the  sound; 
Art  t'-ou  not — 

i  Ciintiniii'i  mi  page  H2) 
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1.  He.  bet  on  a  nag  named  Collar, 
and  collar  lost  out  by  a  neck 


<& 


3.  He  bet  on  a  horse  named  tire: 

and  tire  blew  up  in  the  stretch - 


S.    SO   HE  PLASTERED  THE  WORKS   ON  TlLLIE- 
-    MATILDA   PAUSED  TO  PRIMP 


2.  On  the  Deuce,  he  wagered  a  dollar, 
and  the  deuce  got  lost  in  the  deck- 


4.  Then  he  backed  a  hide  named  flyer. 
but  flyer  fell  down -the  wretch  ! 


GLASS  A  WATER. 


ANPA   TOOTH  PICK  ,  MAC 


^^ 
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<o.  And  now  for  a  month  wee  williel 

ON  HIS    EATS'LL   HAVE  TO  SClMP  1 
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"All  men  are  fools!" 

"Oh,  no,  dear.      Some  are   bachelors." 


Those  Old  Familiar  Excuses 

T  JUST  touched  it  and  it  broke." 
"I'm  awfully  sorry,  but  I  haven't  a 
penny  in  change." 

"If  you  only  had  let  me  known  a 
couple  of  hours  ago." 

"My  watch  must  have  stopped!" 

"It  must  have  been  something  we  ate 
at  dinner." 

"Why,  I  scarcely  know  the  girl." 

"But  I  thought  the  train  left  on  day- 
light saving  time." 

"I'd  like  to  awfully,  but  I  promised  to 
see  a  sick  friend." 

"Why,  I  had  no  idea  you  really  meant 
it." 

"But  I  didn't  know  your  'phone  num- 
ber." 

"I  wanted  to,  but  they  wouldn't  let  me 
leave." 

"I'd  give  anything  in  the  world  if  I 
could,  but  I've  got  to  leave  town 
next  week." 

"I  tried  to,  but  there  wasn't  a  moment 
to  lose." 

"No,  I  didn't  forget,  but  I  thought  you 
said  you  didn't  want  any." 

• — John  Torcross. 


The  Phrase 

WHY  was  language  ever  invented,  anyway,  reflected 
the  sensitive  young  man,  if  it  necessitated  the  con- 
stant and  perpetual  use  of  certain  phrases — phrases  that 
cut  the  nerves  like  tempered  steel  cut  the  flesh.  If  he 
heard  those  stereotyped  words  much  more,  he  felt  cer- 
tain he  would  go  mad.     It  was  more  than  he  could  bear. 

"Life  is  a  curious  proposition,"  said  Jones,  who 
roomed  across  the  hall. 

"I'll  tell  the  world  it  is,"  the  young  man  answered. 

— Andre  Saville. 

G— G— G 

Triolet 

TV/TAIDEN,   do  not  be  so   shy, 

Let  that  flutt'ring  heart  subdue. 
You  may  raise  that  bashful  eye. 
Maiden  do  not  be  so  shy; 
Have  no  fear,  my  dear,  for  I 
Like  them  under  thirty-two. 
Maiden,   do  not  be   so  shy, 
Let  that   flutt'ring  heart  subdue. 

— Stephen  Moon. 

G— G— G 

A  bride  is  at  first  loth  to  admit  that  her  husband 
had  any  sweethearts  before  her.  Later  she  acknow- 
ledges the  good-looking  ones. 


How  the  Objection   to  Children  Adopting 
Stray  Animals  Started 

Willie    Flintaxe:       "Look,    mum,    I    found    a    baby 
dinosaur.     Kin  I  keep  him?" 
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From  Experience 

by  Rulter 


Most  every  gol  durn  thing  there  airit! 
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"All  Ashore  That's  Going 
Ashore!" 

"And  if  you  should  see  the  Hem- 
mingsmythe's  in  Lucerne,  just  tell  them 
that  Lucy  and  I  send  our  best." 

"Now,  don't  fall  in  love  with  any 
of  those  French  cuties." 

"Yeh,  drop  me  a  line  once  in  a 
while." 

"You  tell  him  you're  a  friend  of 
mine,  and  he'll  open  up  the  town  for 
you." 

"No,  that's  not  the  Captain.  That's 
the  gymnasium  instructor." 

"Now,  be  sure  to  remember  to  set 
your  watch  forward." 

"Did  you  see  the  one  in  the  tan  over- 
coat and  red  Tarn  o'Shanter? — Some 
baby!" 

"Well,  goodbye  again.  And  don't 
get  arrested." 

"Steward!       When    does    the    bar 
— John  Torcross. 


open  i 


y 


"Cran'pa,  if  I  were  you,  I'd  have  it  shingled." 


Treating  Her  Coldly 


A  Cold  Shower  After  a  Game  of  Tennis 

(A  Villanelle) 
HPHIS  is  the  best  part  of  the  game. 


What  care  I  if  I  dubbed  my  stroke? 
Cold  shower,   blessings   on   thy  name! 

At  net  to-day  I   won  no  fame, 
And  when  I   served  it  was  a  joke. 
This  is  the  best  part  of  the  game. 

I  smote  balls  not  w'th  gut,  but   frame. 
But  now — ah,  bhssfu'ly   I   soak. 
Cold   shower,   blessings   on   thy   name. 


Forgotten  is  the  sun's  hot  flame; 

For  naught,  the  taunt  the  victor  spoke. 

This  is  the  best  part  of  the  game. 

In  breathless  rapture  I  exclaim, 

As   icy  torrents   I   invoke: 

"Cold  shower,  blessings  on  thy  name!" 

Ah,  guilty  me!     'Tis  to  my  shame, 
I  postpone  dinner — wife  provoke. 
Cold  shower,  blessings  on  thy  name! 
This  is  the  best  part  of  the  game. 

— Fairfax  Downey. 
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Charming  Opponent  (to  little  Binks,  wiho  has  been  straining  every  nerve  to  set  the  pace): 
'You're  a  very  naughty  man;  you  just  mustn't  play  a  soft  game  on  my  account!" 
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Three  Years  Later 

A  Sad  Play 
by  J.  E.  McDougall 


CCENE:  The  dining  room  of  a  fashionable  hotel 
at  the  breakfast  hour.  Mrs.  Geoffrey  Billings,  who 
was,  before  the  sensational  Reamer  divorce  case,  Mrs. 
Jake  Beamer,  is  sealed  at  a  table  alone.  At  the  en- 
trance there  appears  a  stoulish  man.  He  starts  toward 
a  table  when  their  eyes  meet. 

Mrs.   Billings:     Why,  Jake! 

Mr.  Beamer :  Myra !  Why.  this  is  an  unex — 
How  are  you,  Myra?  I  haven't  seen  you  for  a  long 
time,  three  years  now  since  I  had  the  argument  with 
your  lawyers,  isn't  it? 

Myra:  Yes.  Won't  you  sit  down?  Have  you 
had   breakfast? 

Jake:  Thanks.  (They 
give  their  orders.)  Well, 
and  how's  Geoffrey  and 
the  — er,  how's  Geoffrey? 

Myra :  Geoffrey  is  fine, 
thanks.  I  hear  you  mar- 
ried  again,  too. 

Jake :  Oh,  yes,  an 
American  girl,  charming 
woman,  I'd  like  you  to 
meet  her. 

Myra  (hurriedly) :  You 
look  pretty  much  the  same, 
haven't  gained  as  much  as 
I  thought  you  would.  Ap- 
parently your  wife  doesn't 
object  to  golf. 

Jake:  You're  the  same 
old  Myra,  too,  younger  if 
anything.  A  change  was 
apparently  what  you 
needed. 

Myra:      You  take  five  lumps  don't  you? 

Jake:      Five  with  cream.      (There   is  a   pause.) 

As  she  hands  him  his  cup  their  fingers  touch. 

Jake:  You're  doing  your  hair  differently.  It's  very 
attractive.      I  see  you  had  the  courage  not  to  bob  it. 

Myra:  Do  you  like  it?  You — you  used  to  like  it. 
I  can  remember  some  of  the  silly  things  you  used  to  say 
about  it. 

Jake:    (Slowing   up)      It's   very   effective. 

Myra :  Do  you  remember  the  time  I  kept  you  wait- 
ing at  the  hair-dresser's? 

Jake:     You  mean  that  Saturday  just  after  we'd  met? 

Myra :  The  time  you  drove  me  to  the  Kimble's 
house  party. 

Myra:  My,  but  you  were  silly  then!  I  remember 
you  said  that  I  had  eyes  like —  What  was  it  you 
said  about  my  eyes? 

Jake  (In  a  final  effort) :  Well,  them  days  is  gone 
forever!      Is   the  old    Blunderbus   still    roaring? 

Myra   (primly):      Mother's  quite  well. 

(There   is  another   pause.) 

Myra:      Where  are  you  living  now? 


Same  place. 
Jake,   how   could 


you?      Does   it  look  just 


Jake: 

Myra: 
the  same?     Is  the  porch  light  still  broken? 

Jake:     Oh,  yes,  everything's  pretty  much  the  same, — 
that  is,  pretty  much. 

Myra:      Of  course  it  wouldn't  be  quite. 

Jake:     No. 

Myra:      It    was    a    pretty    house.      Just   as    we   had 
planned  it,  too!      I  often  wish  I  could  see  it. 

Jake:     I  wish  you — ■  Myra,  you're — I  suppose  you're 
quite   happy.      I    often   get   wondering   at   night — 

Myra:      Yes,    Jake? 

The  waiter  appears 
with  the  morning  paper. 
He  hands  it  to  Jake  who 
immediately  spreads  it 
open  in  front  of  him.  He 
disappears  behind  it.  His 
hand  reaches  around  the 
outside  for  the  coffee  cup, 
conveys  it  to  his  lips  and 
returns  it  to  the  saucer 
with  an  accuracy  born  of 
long  practice.  On  the  third 
trip  he  finds  the  cup  has 
been  removed  by  Myra. 

Myra :  I  see  you  are 
as  selfish  and  pig-headed 
as  ever! 
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"/  am  a   successful  fisherman." 
"To   what  do  you  attribute  your  success?" 
"To  mi/  motto:  'If  at  first  you're  not  believed,  lie,  lie, 
again '."  i     *    1 


Jake      (  in      disgust  )  : 
Well,    I'll    be    damned    if 
you   haven't   taken   all   the 
1     k    I      marmalade! 

(Curtain) 
G— G— G 

From  the  Notebook  of  a  Playwright 

(Two   fragments   of   realistic   drama    in    two    acts   with 
two  footnotes.) 

ACT  I. 

(He  stands  gazing  upon  her,  luxuriating  in  the  ex- 
quisite perfection  of  her  beauty.  Humility  is  in  every 
line  of  his  figure;  his  hands  are  poignant  with  pleading.) 

He:     Won't  you  kiss  me — just  once? 

ACT  II. 

(She  stands  near  him,  her  eyes  great  pools  of  entreaty. 
It  can  be  seen  that  she  worships  him,  for  the  lines  of 
her  figure  flow  toward  him.) 

She :     Won't  you  kiss  me — just  once  ? 

Footnote  A.  The  same  characters  appear  in  Acts 
I.  and  II.,  but  a  year  has  elapsed  between  the  acts. 

Footnote  B.  He  and  She  were  married  a  week  after 
the  curtain  fell  on  Act.  I. 

— George  B.  Jenkins. 
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Confidences 

\XTE  HAD  met  by  accident  in  the  garden,  both  having 
fled    from   the    hectic   game   of   mah   jong.      Since 
we  were  doubtful  of  each  other's  names,  we  proceeded 
to  bare  the  secrets  of  our  souls. 

"I  shall  never  marry  again,"  she  murmured,  her  hand 
carelessly  touching  mine  as  we  paused  before  a  glowing 
rose  bush.  "No  matter  how  handsome  a  man  may  be, 
or  how  wealthy,  I  shall  refuse  him." 

"It  has  always  been  my  one  regret,"  I  remarked, 
"that  I  cannot  truthfully  be  called  handsome." 

"Oh,  I  think  you  have  a  very  interesting  face!"  she 
hastened  to  say,  her  fine  eyes  intent.  "There  is  some- 
thing about  you — the  sympathetic  shadow  of  a  smile 
on  your  mouth,  that  makes  me  sure  you  are  understand- 
ing!" 

"That  doesn't  make  me  handsome,"  I  mourned. 
"And  it  would  take  a  handsome  man  to  win  you." 

A  ray  of  moonlight  caressed  her  shoulders,  shoulders 
as  white  as  whipped  cream.  "I  believe  that  a  man 
doesn't  have  to  be  an  Apollo  in  order  to  be  fascinat- 
ing," she  said,  her  fingers  entwined  in  mine.  "In  fact, 
I  think  that  the  merely  pretty  man  is  always  stupid. 
Now,  you — you  are  one  of  the  most  interesting  men  I 
have  ever  met."  She  paused  thoughtfully.  "I  think 
you  are  the  one  man  who  could  fill  my  life — if  you 
wanted  to.  You  are  the  only  man  who  could  make 
me  reconsider   my  decision." 

"I  wish  I  were  wealthy,"  I  muttered.  "This  won- 
dering where  the  next  meal  is  coming  from  is  tiresome." 

Her  fingers  detached  themselves  as  she  bent  toward 
the  rose  bush.  "I  shall  never  marry  again,"  she  mur- 
mured. "No  matter  how  handsome  a  man  may  be, 
or  how  wealthy,  I  shall  refuse  him!" 

— Ceo.  B.  Jenkins. 
G— G— G 

All  questions  of  church  union  will  be  taken  to  the 
supreme  court.  These  will  be  known  as  church  union 
suits. 


Somehow  or  other 
.  .  I  knew. 


"Your  friend  Tom  is  pretty  free  and  easy,  isn't  he?" 
'Yeh.     Free  with  other  people's  money  and  easy  on 
h's  own." 


"He  looks  absolutely  tired  out." 

"He  is.  His  wife  bought  a  new  rug  and  made  him 
wipe  his  feet  before  he  Went  into  the  house. 

Intuition 

HPHEY   have   just   embraced   in    the   moonlit   summer- 
house.       From    the    ballroom    comes    the    sound    of 
hand-clapping.      The  music  starts  again. 

Godfrey:     'S  funny! 

Cecilia:      What's  funny? 

Godfrey:      You  know  .   . 
from  the  first  time  I  saw  you 

Cecilia:     You  knew?     How  wonderful! 

Godfrey:  I'm  like  that;  I  can  generally  tell  things 
right  off.  And  when  I  saw  you  standing  there  .  .  . 
in  the  doorway  .  .  .  Doreen  had  your  hand  .  .  .she 
said:  "This  is  Cecilia  Fair  I've  told  you  so  much  about, 
Godfrey."  It  was  the  first  time  I'd  ever  seen  you  and 
yet   ...    I   knew. 

Cecilia:      You're  a  sweet  boy. 

Godfrey:  No,  you  mustn't  say  that  ...  I  couldn't 
help  knowing  ...  It  just  hit  me  that  way  .  .  .1  know 
you'll  understand  if  I  tell  you. 

Cecilia:      Funny  old  dear!      You're  just  a  kid. 

(There  is  silence  as  together  they  Watch  the  moon.} 

Cecilia :      Godfrey. 

Godfrey:  Can  I  tell  you  .  .  .  Cecilia  .  .  .  What  I 
knew? 

Cecilia:  Tell  me,  dear.  What  was  it  you  knew 
.  .  .  when  you  saw  me  .  .  .  standing  in  the  doorway? 

Godfrey:      You  won't  get   mad   at  your   little   boy? 

Cecilia:      I  couldn't,  dear.      What  was  it? 

Godfrey:  Well,  I  was  right  across  the  room  when 
you  came  in  first,  but  at  the  very  first  glance  I  knew 
you'd  forgotten  your  petticoat. 

— /.  E.   McDougall. 
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CHRIS  CASGOINE.  By  A.  C.  Benson.  Toronto, 
Longmans,  Green,   Publishers.      $2.00. 

To  those  who  like  Mr.  Benson's  leisurely,  super-collegiate 
style,  Chris  Gasgoine,  his  new  novel,  will,  no  doubt, 
appeal  as  forcibly  as  have  his  others.  The  casual  reader  is, 
perhaps,  somewhat  at  a  loss  to  understand  all  the  tempera- 
mental delicacies  and  inhibitions  Mr.  Benson  weaves  into  the 
characters  of  the  persons  in  the  story.  No  doubt  there  are, 
however,  people  to  whom  these  characters  are  vivid  and  real, 
and  amongst  such  must  this  book  find  its  public. 

BEGGAR  ON  HORSEBACK.  By  Marc  Conelly  and 
George  S.  Kaufman.  New  York,  Boni  and  Liveright,  Pub- 
lishers.     $2.00. 

This  is  one  of  the  best  satires  on  North  American  business, 
society  and  institutions  which  has  appeared  in  recent  years.  The 
story  is  of  a  young  and  penniless  composer  who  is  persuaded 
by  a  friend  to  propose  to  an  heiress  in  order  that  he  may  have 
a  sufficient  income  to  pursue  his  musxal  studies,  and  attain 
his  deserved  place  in  the  musical  world.  The  major  part  of 
the  story  is  that  of  a  dream  which  the  composer  has  directly 
after  making  his  proposal,  and  in  which  he  sees  a  vision  of 
what  his  life  will  be  like  if  he  marries  this  girl,  and  goes  to  live 
in  the  bosom  of  her  family. 

The  portrayal  of  the  girl's  father,  a  rich,  unintelligent, 
middle-aged,  golf-playing  business  man,  is  merciless  and  ex- 
tremely entertaining.  The  young  composer  is  put  to  work  in 
his  father-in-law's  factory,  which  situation  provides  the  setting 
for  a  hilarious  and  biting  satire  on  business  efficiency. 

His  dream  wife  who  must  always  be  doing  something  ex- 
citing, her  mother  who  sits  in  a  rocking-chair  and  talks  from 
morning  to  night,  and  her  hypochondriacal  brother,  are  types 
which   are   exceedingly   entertaining   and   easily   recognizable. 

Fortunately,  the  heiress,  having  obtained  another  proposal, 
breaks  off  her  engagement  before  it  is  necessary  for  him  to  do 
so,  and  consequent'y  he  is  enabled  to  marry  the  penniless  girl 
across  the  hall  in  his  rooming  house,  and  live  happily  ever  after. 

Beggar  on  Horseback  is  just  as  good  a  satire  on  business 
as  was  W.  E.  Woodward's  "Bunk"  of  last  year.  That  is 
the  h:ghest  praise  of  which  we  can  think. 

PRANCING  NIGGER.  By  Ronald  Firbank.  New 
York,   Brentano's.      $2.00. 

Ronald  Firbank  is  a  new  name  to  most  readers  on  this 
side  of  the  Atlantic,  as  this  is  the  first  of  his  books  to  be  pub- 
lished in  America.  He  has,  however,  it  is  said,  had,  for  many 
years,  his  own  particular,  small  public  in  England.  A  public 
interested  in  the  decadent  in  literature,  of  which  school  Firbank 
has  always  been  an  apostle. 

"Prancing  Nigger,"  is,  to  say  the  least,  extremely  unusual, 
exotic,  colourful,  blandly  shocking.  It  tells  the  story  of  a 
West    Indian    family's    social    aspirations,    of    their    removal    to 


the  magnificent  city  of  Cuno-Cuno  and  their  attempts  to  break 
into  the  society  of  that  place. 

Perhaps  you'll  like  it — perhaps  you  won't. 

A  HIND  LET  LOOSE.  By  C.  E.  Montague.  This 
editor  of  the  Manchester  Guardian  writes  satirically  of  life  in 
general  and  of  journalism  in  particular. 

A  CONQUEROR  PASSES.  By  Larry  Barretto.  It 
takes  the  sale  of  3,000  copies  of  this  book  to  pay  for  one 
Sunday  advertisement  of  it.  You'll  be  rewarded,  however, 
if  ycu  join  the  3,000. 

GERALD  CRANSTON'S  LADY.  By  Gilbert 
Frankau.  You  know  how  the  juggler  on  the  stage  misses  now 
and  then  to  make  his  other  stuff  appear  the  more  difficult; 
well .... 

JENNIFER  LORN.  By  Elinor  Wylie.  This  book  is 
underpriced  at  $2.50  if  some  of  our  other  best  sellers  are 
worth  $2.00. 

NEVER  THE  TWAIN  SHALL  MEET.^    By  Peter 

B.  Kyne.  Not  since  the  days  of  Will  Shakespeare's  "Othello" 
have  we  had  so  much  miscegenation  going  on  in  literature  and 
the  drama.     S'awful! 


"You're  not  feeling  up  to  your  work  this  morning." 
said  the  music  teacher  as  his  pupil  missed  high  C. 
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Abundant 
lather 

Quick 
action 


Lasting 
lather 

A  clean 
shave 


Fine  after- 
effects 


Five  New  Joys 

Await  you  in  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 


By  V.  K.  Cassady,  Chief  Chemist 


GENTLEMEN: 

If  a  Shaving  Cream  excelled  all  others  in 
one  way  you'd  be  delighted. 

Let  us  multiply  that  delight  by  five.  Let 
us  show  you  five  new  joys  we  have  brought 
to  millions  in  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream. 

This  offers  you  a  Ten-Shave  Tube  to  try. 
A  very   unique   creation 

Three  years  ago  most  men  were  wedded  to 
some  other  soap  or  cream.  Most  of  them  were 
satisfied,  perhaps.  Then  came  Palmolive 
Shaving  Cream,  made  by  famous  experts. 
The  final  result  of  60  years  of  soap  study. 

A  test  was  offered  which  countless  men 
accepted.  The  users  were  amazed.  In  the 
short  time  since  then  this  soap  has  become 
the  Shaving  Cream  sensation.  It  has  built  up 
a  new  idea  of  what  shaving  cream  can  do. 


The  results   men   like 

Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  multiplies  itself 
in  lather  250  times.  Thus  a  tiny  bit  suffices 
for  a  shave. 

It  softens  the  beard  in  one  minute,  by  forcing 
the  hairs  to  absorb  15  per  cent,  of  water. 

It  maintains  its  creamy  fullness  for  ten 
minutes  on  the  face,  so  it  does  not  need  re- 
placement. Its  extra  strong  bubbles,  acting 
like  wedges,  support  the  hairs  for  cutting. 
That   means   a  clean   shave. 

The  palm  and  olive  oil  blend  makes  the 
after-effects   delightful. 


Try  it  as  a  courtesy  to  us.  We  made  up  130 
formulas  in  seeking  to  perfect  it.  We  did  it  to 
please  men  like  ycu.  Now  judge  the  result 
for  yourself.  Clip  this  coupon.  Mail  it  at  your 
leisure  for  a  Ten-Shave  Tube. 


Reasons  Why 

1     Multiplies     itself     in 

A    lather  250  times. 

O    Softens  the  beard   in 

one  minute. 
'J    Maintains  its  creamy 

fullness  for  10  minutes 

on  the  face. 
I    Strong    bubbles    hold 

the    hairs     erect    for 

cutting. 

C  The  palm  and  olive 
oil  content  brings  one 
fine  after-effects. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  CREAM 

Follow   with   Palmolive  After  Shaving  Tale.     An   invisible 
way   to   that   well-groomed   look. 


10    SHAVES    FREE 


2373-C 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 

The  Palmolive  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd. 

Dept.  B-817,  Toronto,  Ontario 
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Dunlop 
Balloon  Tires 


WILL  FIT  YOUR  PRESENT  RIMS 


or 


THE  NEW  SMALL  WHEELS 

Dunlop  Balloon  Tires  "Pave  the  Way  " 

Dunlop  Tire  &  Rubber  Goods  Co.,  Limited 

Head  Office  and  Factories:  Toronto 
Branches  in  the  Leading  Cities 


DUNLOP 
TIRES 


The  Cosmopolitan 

Listen,   children,   and   you   shall   hear 
Stuyoesant   Splutter full    Spooj-DcVere, 
Who's  travelled  the  wide  world  over  and  o'er, 
Lectured  in  cities  by  the  score. 
Talk  in  his  sleep — when   Truth,   they  say! 
Asserts  herself  in  the  strangest  way! 
I  have  travelled  to  Tahiti,  I  have  yawned  in  every  city 
From  the  zone  of  the  mosquitty  to  the  farthest  Hebridee, 
I    have    fought    the    wild    Ashantees,    nearly    wed    a 

Bedouin's  aunties, 
Viewed    the  men  of   the   Gigantees   and   the   Turks   of 
Tripoli; 

And    they    all    were   good  to   see, 
And  to  tell  about  at  tea, 
But     none     of     them     could     capture     my     delighted 

contemplation 
And  interest,  as  that  object  of  my  deepest  admiration, 
Namely,   Me. 

I  have  met  with  many  a   maiden   from  Cape  Horn  to 

Copenhagen, 
And  have  loved  them  all  a  month  or  two  or  three. 
But  in  spite  of  all  the  blarney  that  they  taught  me  in 

Killarney 
I  have  never  formed  attachments  that  could  really  tame 
or  harm  me, 

For  you  see, 
It  is  Me 
Who  will  hold  my  love  forever  with  a  bond  that  naught 

can  sever, 
Lose   my    rapturous    applause    and   praise    and    fondest 
interest  never, 

Only  Me. 


At  the  club,  where  I'm  a  wonder  with  my  tales  of  blood 

and  thunder 
And  the  danger  I  was  under  when  I  swam  the  Zuyder 

Zee, 
I   can   sit   from   dawn   to   gloaming   spinning   stories   of 

my  roaming 

Till  the  members  all  are  homing  (I  am  sure  regretfully) 

For  I  speak  exclusively 

(Since   I   know  there  couldn't  be 

From  the  polar  cap  to  Arragon,  so  marvellous  a  paragon 

Of  all  the  greatest  virtues  that  so  very  nearly  are  a-gone) 

Of  Me. 

Oh,  I've  travelled  o'er  the  world  and  found  one  thing 

of  interest  only. 
And   when   I   have  to   leave   I'm   sure   that  all   will   be 

the  same, 
My  spirit  in  celestial  realms  I  know  will  not  be  lonely. 
For  if  it  finds  things  round  it  getting  just  a  trifle  tame, 
'Twill  take  the  angels  on  its  knee, 
(They're   too   polite   to   disagree) 
And  tell  them  lengthy  stories  of  the  multitudinous  glories 
It  enjoyed  while  still  a  tenant  of  the  freshly  dormitories 

Inside   Me. 

■ — -Joseph  Schull. 

G— G— G 

Complaint  is  being  made  that  the  efficiency  standard 
of  the  Spanish  fleet  is  far  behind  that  of  the  other 
European  Powers. 

The  blame  should  be  laid  at  the  door  of  the  rear- 
admirals. 
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Hicksville  Centre,  Jun.  33rd,  1925 


CLEM,  IKE  AND  LEM  IN  ROARIN  DEBATE 


ATTENTION! 
You   Big    Advertisers 

Send    Your    Biggest   Ads. 
To  Hicksville 

Hicksville   has    a    popula- 
tion of  125. 

Hicksville  will  be  the  next 
incorporated  village. 
Hicksville  has  an  annual 
assessment  of  $93. 
Hicksville  has  a  station 
(as  is)  and  receives  mail 
once  every  week. 
Hicksville  has  an  annual 
business  turnover  of  over 
$200  and  69  dozen  eggs. 
Hicksville  draws  all  the 
trade  from  Cows  Corners 
one  mile  distant  with  a 
population  of  35. 
Hicksville  has  a  live 
wire  Council.  Their  slog- 
an is.  "The  Viceless  Vil- 
lage— No  Checkers  here!" 
Hicksville  has  a  strategic 
position.  It  is  200  miles 
from  any  city — buried  in 
a  desolate  stretch  of 
waste  land — therefore,  all 
the  trade  of  Hicksville 
and  Cows  Corners  mus* 
be  done  here. 
Hicksville  numbers  among 
its  industries — a  General 
Store,  a  Blacksmith  Shop, 
Fire  Hall,  and  a  Railway 
Station. 

If  you  have  not  in- 
cluded Hicksville  in  your 
Spring  Advertising  Cam- 
paign— do   so   at   once! 

Hicksville  has  one  live 
newspaper  right  on  the 
job  —  "THE  WEAKLY 
BUGLE." 


At  Death's  Beckon 

Our  esteemed  and  wor- 
thy citizen,  John  Jones 
was  seized  with  an  at- 
tack of  sickness  just  as 
we  are  going  to  press. 
He  was  rushed  home  and 
will  be  operated  upon 
to-morrow  by  Surgeon 
Cutter  for  appendicitis. 
He  will  leave  a  wife  and 
five  children. 


PRINCESS   POLGA 
SKIPPED  OUT  OF 
COWS'    CORNERS 


Cows'  Corners,  (Special 
to  The  Bugle)— "Prin- 
cess Polga"  who  excited 
all  Cows'  Corners,  by 
announcing  herself  as 
the  daughter  of  the  late 
czar  of  Russia,  when 
she  arrived  here  three 
weeks  ago,  has  disap- 
peared from  her  board- 
ing house  without  paying 
her  rent. 

Polga's  adventures  were 
a  three  weeks'  wonder 
to  the  natives  here.  She 
told  a  melodramatic  story 
of  escape  from  terrible 
assassins  who  killed  all 
the  members  of  her  fam- 
ily, before  her  eyes;  how 
aided  by  a  loyal  Cossack, 
she  fled  to  western  Eur- 
ope and  then  to  Cows' 
Corners. 

The  royal  pretender 
showed  wounds  which 
she  said,  were  inflicted  by 
Bolshevik  bullets.  She 
said  she  would  soon  lead 
an  armed  expedition  of 
3,000,000  men  against  the 
bolshevik  government  to 
gain  her  rightful  crown. 

Since  her  mysterious 
disappearance  from  Cows' 
Corners  the  citizens  are 
beginning  to  think  that 
maybe  all  she  told  was 
not    the    truth. 


Little   "Bugle"    Notes 


3  gallons  of  cider  were 
consumed  here  last  week 
according  to  Jeff,  of  the 
General  Store.  However, 
no  arrests  were  made. 

The  Ladies'  Aid  held  a 
Carnival  in  the  church 
last  Monday  evening. 
Prize  winners:  Mr.  J. 
Herrick  as  the  Gold  Dust 
Twins,  he  wore  two  cos- 
tumes, Girls  under  14 — 
Mrs.  James  Masten,  as  a 
little  girl.  Boys'  prize, 
Master  Willie  Walters, 
as  Santa  Claus. 


Very  Hot  Time  at  Council   Meeting   Held   in 

Perkins'  Grocery  Store  —  Water  Tower 

Problem  Discussed  —  Other  Important 

Questions     Were     Settled 


The  Village  Fathers 
held  their  regular  meet- 
ing last  night  in  Perkins' 
Grocery  Store  with  a  full 
Council  present,  (all  the 
members  there.) 

Roll  was  called  and 
answered  by — Hi  Jones, 
reeve;  Si  Edwards,  Clem 
Wiggins  and  Lem  Perk- 
ins, Councillors. 

The  question  of  paving 
the  one  block  comprising 
our  Main  St.  was  intro- 
duced and  met  some  sev- 
ere and  caustic  comment 
before  it  finally  passed. 

After  a  half  hour's  dead- 
lock on  the  matter  (2 
having  voted  for  and  2 
against)  it  was  decided 
to  settle  the  matter  out 
of  court  by  every  man 
getting  weighed  and  the 
side  weighing  the  most 
to  decide  the  question. 
So  we  will  have  our  Main 
St.  paved  we  hope  this 
year. 

Moved  and  seconded 
that  Sam  Burns  now  be 
heard.  He  is  sueing  the 
village  for  allowing  wild 
animals  to  roam  on  Main 
St.  The  other  night  he 
picked  up  what  he  thought 
was  a  cat  and  petted  it. 
Price  of  suit  of  clothes, 
$18.00. 

Council  then  adjourned 
to  Hickey's  back  yard. 

Council  resumed,  and 
roll  was  called,  and  the 
same  members  present. 

Coun.  Jones  then  intro- 
duced a  motion  to  build 
a  Water  Tower.  The  vil- 
lage pump  has  frozen  up 
all  winter  and  citizens 
are  complaining  bitterly 
against  this  style  of 
water  supply.  They  think 
a  village  the  size  of 
Hicksville  should  have  a 
water  tank  system.  Cries 
of  hear,  hear.  Moved  by 
S.  Edwards,  seconded  by 
C.      Wiggins      that      this 


At    the    Opery 

House  Next  Week 

"Jack  and  Jill."  All  for 

the  love  of  a  woman! 
How  many  crowns  have 
been  lost?     How  far  will 

a    man ?    Should    a 

wife ?     Solve  these 

riddles  at  the  Opery  Hs. 
next  week.  No  advance  in 
prices  for  this  lavish  pro- 
duction.   Every  seat  5  cts. 


This    Week's    Text 


Wonder  if  we'll  be  able 
to  find  the  man  who  used 
to  make  bung-holes  in 
beer  barrels  ? 


matter  be  laid  over  for 
another  year. 

The  question  of  buying 
a  dummy  policeman  for 
the  village  was  laid  over 
until  next  meeting. 

On  motion  it  was  decid- 
ed to  place  the  large  or- 
der for  paving  Main  St. 
with  the  reeve's  brother- 
in-law. 

The  expenditures  were 
then  read  and  passed  as 
follows: — 

To  paving  Main  St.  $22.00 
To  General  Store,  tobac- 
co    for     Council     at     this 

sitting    45c. 

To     Re-painting     Railway 

Station   $1.00 

To   Sam  Burns, 

re.   Skunk    $18.00 

To  thawing  out  the 

Pump    $3.00 

To  new  Checker  set  20c. 
To  adjournment  to  Hic- 
key's back  yard  .  .  $3.00 
To  repairs  to  the  reeve's 

lawn  mower   $1.50 

To  4  glasses  cider  20c. 
To  feeding  Kitty  in 
Hickey's   back   yard    $3.00 

A  coin  was  tossed  up  to 
see  whether  the  village 
or  the  members  of  coun- 
cil would  pay  for  the 
cider.  The  ratepayers 
lost. 
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^PerfcctBlend 


Salada  is  synonymous 
with  the  best  in  Teas. 
Skilfully  blended  from 
choice,  fresh,  tender 
leaves,  and  sold  only  in 
sealed  aluminum  pack- 
ets, it  gives  to  the  con- 
sumer the  utmost  in  de- 
licious flavor,  strength, 
and  purity.  Properly 
made,  every  cup  is  per- 
fection. 
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British  Consols 


12forl5* 
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The  Golfer's  Smoke- and  Package  f'tSsll 


Wnrtorne  inn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The  handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 


jMtpiOH'S 

&R0M0' 
SEltzER 

I 

First  Burgular:    "Where  ya  been?" 
Second   Burglar:      "In   a   fraternity 
house." 

First    Burglar:      "Lose    anything?" 
— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

G— G— G 

Our  idea  of  the  manly  art  of  self- 
defense — "one  hundred  yards  in  ten 
seconds." — Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 

G— G— G 

"Why  did  Ikey  invite  only  married 
people  to  his  wedding?" 

"Well,  in  that  way  he  figured  that 
all  the  presents  would  be  clear  profit." 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

"Same,  I  sho'  was  sorry  to  hear 
dat  your  sister  am  sick." 

"What  yo'  mean,  sick?  My  sister 
ain't  sick." 

"Is   dat    so?      Well,    when    I    was 

down  to  yo'  house  yesterday  I  saw  a 

sign  on  de  door  'Bell  out  of  order'." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


For  a  Clean  Smooth 

Quick  Shave,  Use  a 

HickY 


The  Finest  Cutting  edge  in 
the  World  Can  Be  Purchased 
anywhere — 


ONE 
DIME 
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Distinctive  Features 

and  Fiction 


Canada's 

Best 

Comics: 

Toonerville  Folks 

Carrie  and  Her 
Car 

Betty 

The  Gumps 

Tom  Sawyer  and 
Huck  Finn 

Pa's  Son-in-Law 

Mr.  and  Mrs. 


Colored  Cut- Outs 
for  the  Kiddies 


Feature  Articles  that  have 
a  live  news  interest — often, 
in  fact,  constituting  "scoops" 
— invariably  well  written  and 
informative,  and — fiction  bv 
the  highest  paid  craftsmen 
writing  in  the  English  lan- 
guage—first run  fiction,  not 
stories  that  have  previously 
appeared  in  American  mag- 
azines, regularly  appear   in 

Canada's 

Premier  Week-End 

Paper 


The  Toronto  Sunday  World 
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A  Summer 
Galaxy 


There  is  nothing  weighty  in  the  main 
body  of  this  summer  issue.  There  are 
no  heavy  problems  with  which  to 
wrestle;  no  weighty  matters  to  pon- 
der; it  is  addressed  to  the  indolent 
spirit  of  Summer,  that  wants  enter- 
tainment before  instruction. 

In  this  issue  there  will  be  found  a  galaxy 
of  notable  names,  each  giving  of  their  best, 
and  the  issue,  with  the  exception  of  the  reg- 
ular departments  of  the  magazine,  including 
twenty-two  very  "live"  Reviews,  is  devoted 
entirely  to  fiction. 

Would  you  meet  a  feminine  swash-buckler 
with  all  the  verve  and  vitality  of  those  care- 
less blades  of  the  old  days?  Then  read  Miss 
D'Artagnan,  by  Royal  Brown. 

Do  you  think  that  red-haired  men  are  fools 
for  luck,  or  would  you  like  to  know  why  some- 
one else  has  thought  so?  Then  turn  to  The 
Skin  Game  at  Deception  Island,  written  by 
Frederick  William   Wallace. 

Would  you  be  interested  in  the  new  setting 
of  the  story  of  Adam  and  Eve  told  as  only 
a  master  of  invention  and  of  insight  could 
tell  it?  Then  read  Rudyard  Kipling's  story, 
Enemies  to  Each  Other. 

Would  you  learn  something  of  the  lives  of 
those  sturdy  folk  of  the  Labrador  coast,  and 
of  one  woman's  self  forgetful  offering  ?  Then 
there  is  The  Gift,  by  Alexandra  Preston. 

Are  you  a  lover  of  negro  yarns,  yarns  with 
a  new  twist,  and  an  inimitable  atmosphere? 
Then  you  have  Archie  McKishnie's's  famous 
colored  characters,  appearing  in  a  new  and 
striking  garb  in  the  story,  Come  Easy — Go 
Easy. 

For  those  who  are  interested  in  boxing,  or 
for  anyone  interested  in  a  courageous  strug- 
gle that  warms  the  blood,  there  is  Llewellyn 
Hughes'  romance  of  the  squared  circle,  The 
Mettle  of  the  Man  Shows  Through. 

Are  girls  good  sports?  If  you  want  to 
know  one  answer,  it  is  found  in  one  of 
Holworthy  Hall's  delightfully  light  and 
sparkling  comedies,  The  Icing  on  the  Cake. 

Then,  of  course,  there  is  the  dramatic  con- 
clusion of  The  Road  Runner,  by  Ben  Ames 
Williams,  that  no  reader  will  be  prepared  to 
miss. 

There  are  other  striking  features  in  the 
issue,  but  this  will  present  the  galaxy  of 
summer  stars  that  are  glittering  for  your 
amusement    in    the   July    15    issue. 

vJACLEAN'S 

X'CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


AMES,  FAMOUS  GRID  STAR,  GAINS  NET  FINAL 

Makes  Circuit  Clout  for  Syria  in  Olympics  as  Thou- 
sands Cheer 

By  DONALD  OGDEN  STEWART,  author  of  "David 
Copper  field,"  "Ivanhoe,"  "Kim,"  "Evangeline,"  &c. 

PARIS,  July  14. — One  of  the  most  interesting  of  the 
preliminary  games  in  Paris  this  afternoon  was  the  con- 
test between  Paraguay  and  Uruguay,  which  the  South 
Americans  won  by  a  narrow  margin  of  83  to  0.  The 
contest  was  by  no  means  so  close,  however,  as  the  score 
would  indicate,  and  the  plucky  little  Uruguaians  are  to 
be  heartily  congratulated  for  their  uphill  fight,  which 
resulted  in  a  victory  for  their  countrymen  only  after 
two  extra  periods  had  been  played. 

Paraguay  won  the  toss,  and  the  silver  cup  thus  goes 
permanently  to  the  "land  of  the  midnight  sun,"  while 
Ecuador  chose  to  defend  the  south  goal  with  a  strong 
breeze  blowing  at  her  back.  Promptly  at  3.30  the  ref- 
eree's whistle  blew  and  the  two  teams  appeared  on  the 
field.  Johnson  (Spain)  wore  brown  tights  with  an 
American  flag  around  his  waist,  while  Smith  (Greece) 
appeared  in  his  national  colors,  and  Queen  Marie  of 
Roumania  presented  the  cup  in  the  peasant  costume  of 
her  country,  thus   making  a   pretty  picture. 

At  the  sound  of  the  gong  both  horses  appeared  in 
good  condition,  while  the  Americans  excelled  in  drib- 
bling and  running  with  the  ball,  but  at  the  two-mile 
mark  came  the  regrettable  incident  referred  to,  and 
Paraguay  began  to  pull  around  and  was  never  in  danger 
after  that. 

The  contest  was  held  in  the  Pershing  Stadium,  and 
the  collapse  of  the  grand  stand  resulted  in  the  injury  of 
thirty-one  people.  Up  to  a  late  hour  to-night  firemen 
were  still  playing  water  on  the  smoking  timbers.  Others 
present  included  Berry  Wall,  Walter  Berry,  and  Mr. 
and   Mrs.   Sol   Blum   of  Grand   Rapids,   Mich. 

—A/.  Y.  World. 
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Crushed  Lips 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
And  that  was  the  end  of  Manfred — a  tragic  figure 
in   American    history.      After    bringing    death    to    thou- 
sands,   misery   to   countless   others,    and   unhappiness    to 
others,  he  died — a  victim  to  his  own  vice. 

And  this  just  goes  to  show  (one  of  hundreds  of  such 
stories  that  I  could  tell  you)    how  certain  Heaven  is  to 
punish,  soon  or  late,  a  man  who  smokes  cigarettes. 
End 

— Nunnally   Johnson. 
G— G— G 

Musical    Comedy 

She:     "Are  they  putting  that  poor  man  out  for  laughing?" 

He:      "No.      The   manager    has   sent    for    him    to   find    out 

what  he  was  laughing  at."  — Judge. 

G— G— G 

This  is  the  way  to  write  a  thoroughly  angry  business  letter: 

"Sir:      My  typist  being  a  lady,  cannot  take  down  what  I 

think  of  you!      I,   being   a   gentleman,   cannot   write   it.      But 

you,  being  neither,  can  guess  it  all."  — Barnacle. 

G— G— « 

Insurance  Agent:  "Come  with  me,  you  can  get  damages 
for  this." 

Negress  (hit  by  truck) :  "Good  Lawd,  man,  ah  don't  need 
no  mo'  damages, — what  ah  needs  is  repairs."  — Life. 

G— G— G 

Variation  on  an  Apparently  Deathless  Theme 

The   moralists   are   much   annoyed. 

"The  modern  girl  has  slipped,  she  has," 
They  daily  mourn,  "she  lives  on  Freud 

And  jazz." 
They    all   decry   her   short-clipped   hair, 

Her  cigarettes,  her  carlessness, 
Her    bored,    sophisticated    air, 

Her  dress. 
They  weep   that   she   should  have   her    fling 

By  drinking   from  hip-pocket  Scotch ; 
Her  dancing  is  an  awful  thing 

To  watch. 
I'm   caught   within   their   verbal    whirl, 

I  tell  myself:      They're  right,   these  chaps. 
And  I  would  wed  a  modern  girl? 

Perhaps. 

— Simonella,  in  the  New   York   World. 
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THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Guinea 

Go(d 

CIGARETTES 

ExtraTine 

ZO  6*5* 


The  Bachelor  Girl 


We  are  devoting  our  next  issue 
to  analysing,  dissecting,  reproving 
and  lauding  this  newest  cog  in  the 
grinding  wheels  of  commerce. 

She's  a  Wow!  Sometimes  just 
a  little  forlorn,  more  often  an  effer- 
vescent sprite  of  merriment! 

In  all  her  moods  she  is  intriguing. 
Don't  miss  her  in  the  next, 


The  September  Goblin 
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You    Know    Why  They  Prefer 

*GutiaPercha 


CORD  TIRES 


"Quality  all  Through' 
Gutta  Percha  &  Rubber,  Limited 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


For  Sale  by  Most  Good  Dealers  in  Canada 


The  Audience  versus  Shakespeare 

(Continued  from  page  1G.) 
A    gentleman: 
— the   fellow   I   met  with   Willie  Tudor   at  the   club 
last  Tuesday  who  asked   me — 
Juliet : 
— How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me?  and  wherefore? 


MR  Herbert     a 

Tarayton 


London  Cigarettes 

and  for  your  pipe 


T.I  4 


LONDON 

SMOKING 
MIXTURE 


The  orchard  walls  are  high  and — 
5/(7/  another  lady: 
— will  you  just  look  at  those  ear-rings  Mrs.  Hepple- 
wickes  has  on — 

Romeo: 
— I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  eyes; 
And,  but  thou  love  me — 

A  sub-debutante: 
— -just  because  I  had  four  cocktails  before  dinner — 

Juliet: 
— Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face; 
Else  wou'd  a  maiden  b'ush  bepaint  my  cheek. 
For  that   which  thou  hast   heard — 
A   young  lady: 
— about  that  woman  with   Freddie   Kittleson — 
Juliet: 
O,   gentle  Romeo, 

If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully: 
Or  if  thou   think'st — 

Another   gentleman: 
— I'm  going  duck  shooting  Saturday — 

Romeo: 
— by  yonder  blessed  moon   I   swear. 

That  tips  with  silver  all  these  fruit  tree  tops, — 
A    Lady: 
— the  Tittletons  will  join  us  at  the  Venetian — 

Juliet: 
— Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self — 

A  sub-debutante: 
— any   afternoon   for   tea — 

Romeo: 
— O,  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied — - 

A    gentleman: 
— and  they  closed   that  place   on    Bleury   Street   last 
week — 

Juliet: 
— I  hear  some  noise  within.      Dear  love,  adieu! 
Anon,  good  nurse! — Sweet  Montague,  be  true. 
A   lady: 
— and  don't  you  LOVE  to  go  to  the  theatre? 
(Exit  Juliet). 
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IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  TT  NO 


DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO  IT  NOW  DO 


Love  Set 

for  Jacqueline 

It  is  the  Junior  Prom.  Joe 
Gish  has  run  off  with  your  car, 
so  you  are  at  a  loss  what  to 
suggest.  Your  little  partner, 
Jacqueline,  has  tired  of  danc- 
ing, and  silence  is  running 
rampant  through  the  conver- 
sation. 


What   is    she  thinking 
anything  ? 
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In  another  moment  the  last 
sip  of  the  sixth  limeade  will  have  trickled  down  her  lovely  throat.  Love  set 
for  Jacqueline.  She  will  stare  innocently  at  you  for  a  moment,  and  then— 
and  then — start  popping  those  deadly  "do-you-know's".  How  to  forestall 
them,  how  to  parry  them,  how  to  stop  them,  you  will  know  when  you  study 
Vanity  Fair,  the  most  delightful  and  enlightening  outside  reading  course 
offered  in  any  university. — Ask  the  man  with  the  perfect  line. 


Just  Try  Ten  Issues 

In  each  issue  you  find : 


THE  STAGE:  Photographs  of  the 
beautiful  and  the  unique;  reviews 
and  storm  warnings  ;  symposiums 
on  theatrical  astronomy. 

MOVIES:  Stills  and  stories  of  the 
meritorious  and  the  unusual.  Press 
agents  banned. 

HUMOR:  Works  of  poets  and  other 
tragedians  ;  res  noves  with  a  futur- 
istic flavoring;  achievements  of  in- 
tellectual notables  and  notable  in- 
tellectuals ;  the  modernistic  philos- 
ophies. 

GRAVAMEN:  Cream  of  humour 
and  creme  de  menthe ;  the  whimsi- 
cal ;  the  satirical ;  and  all  other 
forms   of   variegated  grotesquerie. 

WORLD  OF  IDEAS:  Every  new 
movement,  every  revolutionary  view- 
point,   every    unique    slant    on    this 


amusing      world, 
Vanity   Fair. 


is      mirrored      in 


THE  SPORTS:  All  of  them— mas- 
culine, feminine  and  neuter — photo- 
graphs, news  items,  and  methods  of 
play. 

THE  ARTS,  AS  SUCH:  The  best 
works  of  the  new  artists  and  the 
new  works  of  the  best  ones  ;  exhi- 
bition gossip  and  reproductions  of 
the  most  discussed  masterpieces  of 
the  season. 

BRIDGE,  ETC.:  All  the  tricks  and 
turns  ;  how  to  get  the  most  out  of 
your   college  education. 

AND   IN    ADDITION: 

All   the   latest   notes 
in    MUSIC,   MEN'S 
FASHIONS, 


MOTORS,  and  DANCING — all  you  need 
to  know,   recklessly   illustrated. 

THE  COUPON  WILL  SAVE  YOU 

(1 :   Fill  it  in  now — and — just  watch 
pour  line. 
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"Oh,  Jim!  see  the  pretty  pussy." 


A  Fishing  Smack. 


— Froth. 


"This    woman    Cleo    was    the    big    noise    of    Egypt, 
wasn't   she?" 

"  Yeh ;   she  was  one  of  them  sirens." 


Sound 
Investment 


-Tiger. 


G— G— G 


Temperance  Lecturer:  "If  I  lead  a  donkey  up  to  a 
pail  of  water  and  a  pail  of  beer,  which  will  he  choose 
to  drink?" 

Soak:      "The   water." 

Temperance  Lecturer:      "And  why?" 

Soak:      "Because  he  is  an  ass." 

— Stanford   Chaparral. 


Strict  adherence  to  a  conserva- 
tive viewpoint  is  a  foundation 
rock  for  an  investment  policy 
Conservatism  has  characterized 
the  investment  offerings  of  this 
Corporation  for  over  twenty 
four  years. 


Domxniot*  Securities 

CORPORATION  LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE:  TORONTO  2«  KING  ST.  E. 
MONTREAL  established  I  mi  LONDON,  ENG. 
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Three-Heat  Radiant  Grill 

A  N  IDEAL  cooking  appliance  for  apartment  house 
^  *•  dwellers,  small  families,  students  and  roomers.  It  will 
boil,  broil,  fry  or  toast.  Any  two  of  these  operations  may 
be  carried  on  at  the  same  time.  In  addition  it  can  be  used 
with  an  ovenette  to  bake  or  roast. 

No  special  wiring  is  needed;  simply  attach  to  a  lamp 
socket  or  baseboard  outlet,  and  the  grill  is  ready  for  opera- 
tion. Equipped  with  a  three-heat  reversible 
switch  which  eliminates  the  undesirable  feature 
found  in  many  grills  of  having  to  remove  a  plug 
in  order  to  change  the  heat. 

The  element  frame  is  constructed  of  monel 
metal  which  is  unaffected  by  heat  or  moisture 
and  will  not  rust.  The  grill  is  supplied  with 
two  aluminum  pans,  each  of  2>4  pints  capacity, 
and  also  a  steel  reflector  or  cake  griddle.  Hard- 
wood feet  prevent  any  scratching  of  polished 
surfaces. 

On  sale  by  dealers  everywhere. 
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Canadian  General  Electric  Co- Limited 
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WPTH  OTHER  PARTSOF 

WHIAT 

MUCIOUSLY  FLAVORED  WITH 
MALT  SYRUP  AMD  SALT 

A  LAXATIVE  FOOD 
READY  TO  EAT 


CANADIAN  WSTUM  Cf  RIAL  CO,  LTD. 

Windsor  Onfno  Conodt 


..s 


Enjoy  the    Health  You    Should 


IF  your  body  is  normal,  you  should 
enjoy  the  glowing  health,  the  energy 
to  be  up  and  doing  all  day  long,  that  you 
envy  in  others. 

But  modern  living  and  eating  clog  the 
body  with  poisons  which  slow  up  the 
system.  These  poisons  must  be  gotten 
rid  of,  if  this  abounding  health  is  to  be 
yours.  And  the  pleasantest,  easiest  and 
most  natural  method  of  doing  this  is  to 
eat  Post's  Bran  Flakes  as  your  morning 


cereal  —  the  only  cereal  you  need  at 
breakfast. 

Post's  Bran  Flakes  —  crisp,  toasted 
flakes  of  bran  —  is  delicious  and  rich 
in  food  value,  because  other  nourishing 
parts  of  wheat  are  retained.  A  sub- 
stantial food.  Naturally  and  gently 
laxative,  it  helps  keep  you  fit. 

Insist  on  Post's  Bran  Flakes  at  your 
grocer's  —  ready  to  serve  with  milk  or 
cream. 


Made  in  Canada 

CANADIAN  POSTUM  CEREAL  CO.,  LIMITED 

Head  Office:  Toronto  Factory:  Windsor 

POST'S 

BRAN  FLAKES 

With  Other  Parts  of  Wheat 


